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PREFATORY  NOTE 

This  series  of  poems  received  the  eighth  award  of  the  Emily 
Chamberlain  Cook  Prize  for  the  best  unpublished  verse,  founded  at 
the  University  of  California  by  Professor  Albert  Stanburrough  Cook, 
of  Yale  University.  The  committee  of  award  consisted  of  Professor 
Harold  Lawton  Bruce,  of  the  University  of  California,  Professor 
Paul  Shorey,  of  the  University  of  Chicago,  and  Mr.  Edgar  Lee 
Masters,  of  Chicago.  The  award  was  made  by  the  vote  of  two 
judges  against  one. 


YOUNG  GIRL 


YOUNG  GIRL 


THIS  MORNING 

After  the  emotion  of  rain 

The  mist  parts  across  the  morning 

Like  the  smile  of  one 

Who  has  laughed  in  sleep 

And  cannot  remember  why. 

The  damp  road  companions  my  feet 

And  is  a  friend  to  every  step. 

Above  me  winter  goldfinches 

Cling  like  fruit 

To  the  delighted  birch  trees; 

And  the  studious  earth, 

Thinking  what  flowers  to  speak  in  next, 

Moves  restlessly  with  small,  wise  birds 

Who  read  the  tucks  in  the  moss, 

The  symbols  on  the  beetle-wings, 

And  the  comedies  on  pink  and  yellow  pebbles. 

Which  I  am  too  tall  to  see. 
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GARDEN 


I.  PORTULACA 

Some  day  I  might  die.  .  .  . 

For  fear  they  cannot  hear  me  laugh 

When  I  am  being  buried, 

Come  and  be  merry  on  my  grave, 

O  cerise  and  yellow  darlings, 

So  that  my  friends  may  say : 

"It  seems  to  me  I  hear  her  voice." 


n.  COLUMBINE 

There  is  an  eager  hillside 
Thirsting  to  a  lake, 
And  on  the  sands  a  hundred  toads 
Trilling  to  awake 

A  band  of  ghosts  with  yellow  brows 
Who  stretch  green  hands  and  rise 
To  look  along  their  happy  limbs 
With  cherry-colored  eyes. 
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III.  NASTURTIUM 

I  shall  hide  my  discretion 
In  your  willing  brightness 
And  give  you  to  a  snail  to  hold, 
And  say: 

"Catch  me  if  you  can. 
I  am  going  to  China." 

IV.  TIGRIDIA 

Let  three  naked  men 
Carry  me  across  the  jungle. 
There  is  a  broken  temple 
Where  I  must  meet  the  new  moon 
At  sunrise. 


v.  PURPLE  IRIS 

I  could  drown 
In  one  deep  petal. 


19] 


VI.  DIANTHUS 

They  say  that  my  grandmother  often  picked  you 
And  placed  your  quaint  perfume 
At  her  tight  girdle. 

My  grandmother 

Did  Vergil  into  French 

And  then  had  seven  children. 

....  I  shall  not  pick  you, 
Dianthus. 


VII.  SUNFLOWER 

You  must  have  more  wisdom  than  any, 

For  the  sun  tells  you 

What  God  says, 

And  the  wild  canaries  tell  you 

What  it  is 

To  be  a  yellow  motion 
In  the  air. 
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MOOD 


My  shadow  going  on  before 
Flutters  like  a  leaf, 
But  it  can  never  reach  the  door 
Before  my  grief. 

My  grief  goes  first  and  takes  the  key 
To  open  the  door  and  welcome  me. 
He  offers  me  a  lonely  cup 
Full  of  lily  wine 

And  says:  "Come  sister,  share  this  drink, 

Yours  and  mine." 

He  weds  a  pale  blue  candle 

To  a  loving  flame 

And,  holding  it  before  his  lips, 

Breathes  over  it  my  name. 

He  lays  his  forehead  to  my  knee 

And  I  stroke  his  sorrowing  hair. 

The  look  of  it  beneath  my  hands 

Is  soft  and  fair. 

He  opens  his  mouth  and  sings  one  note 
That  strikes  like  rain  against  my  throat ; 
Then  he  leads  me  jealously  to  bed, 
Lest  I  meet  my  dreams  uncompanied. 

What  a  desolate  thing  my  house  would  be 
If  grief  were  not  there  to  welcome  me. 


[ii] 


CONFESSION 


There  is  an  angel 

Whose  thoughts  at  morning 

Are  like  a  newly  broken  pomegranate, 

And  whose  words  at  noon 

Are  golden  ice 

Warmed  into  music. 

There  is  an  angel 

Whose  eyes  are  like  fuchsias  .... 
Whoever  sits  beneath  them 
Desires  forthwith  to  be  a  passionate  vine 
And  bear  a  flower. 

There  is  an  angel 

Whose  steps  are  slower  than  white  clover, 

For  each  motion 

Is  so  heavy  with  beauty 

That  swiftness  dies  beneath  the  burden. 

....  But  I  would  rather  live  blessedly  with 
Than  go  expectantly  to  heaven. 
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